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TO VIOLE

I have the simple need of you,
I have of meat and drink,

Of freedom, beauty, faith and friends,
And lovely thoughts to think. ‘

But you are everything I need,
Faith and food and friend,

And you are fused with beauty
In my thoughts without an end.

I need of nothing on this earth,
Yet I go off to sea,

To seek the freedom that you steal
In dominating me.
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and the 'nineties. And while their reac-
tions to this age are not necessarily en-
tirely embodied in verse, there is suffi-
cient demand and encouragement for
poets nowadays to accept their efforts as
authentic manifestations of the Time
Spirit.

For this reason it is to be regretted
that so few of these young people reveal
any appreciation of the technical prob-
lems involved in poetry. So far from
resembling a company of polite young
romantics gathering posies in a beauti-
ful garden, they convey, in their modern
vers libre, an unhappy impression of a
gang of hoodlums smashing and uproot-
ing, and sinking their heavy heels in the
choicest flower beds as they bawl to one
another their favorite ®sthetic anthem:
that they know not where they are going,
but they are on their way. If one does
not know that, there is nothing to be
gained by making a virtue of it. The
sleep walker and the anarchist have the
same justification for their behavior.
One has only to imagine the votaries of
any other art proclaiming the same im-
pudent doctrine, to perceive the unwis-
dom of it. It is highly desirable in all
the arts to know where one is going, and
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late as minor poets. Others, and these
form the main body of literature, sing
in lusty minor verse for a year or two,
and then, ceasing as suddenly as though
their poetic voices had broken, use the
prose form for the rest of their lives.
‘The opinions of men diverge sharply
upon the question of the best environ-
ment for the development of a man of
letters. Milton Raison has settled for
himself, with engaging promptitude,
that a seafaring career provides the in-
spiration he craves. The influence of
Masefield is strong upon him, and some
of his verses are plainly derivative. As
already hinted, it is too early to say defi-
nitely how this plan will succeed. In
his diary, kept while on a voyage to
South America, a document remarkable
for its descriptive power and a certain
crude and virginal candor, one may dis-
cover an embryo novelist struggling
with the inevitable limitations of youth.
But in his simple and naive poems,
whether they give us some bizarre and
catastrophic picture of seamen, or depict
the charming emotions of a sensitive
adolescence, there is a passion for ex-
periment and humility of intellect which






ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

For permission to reprint some of these verses
thanks are due Munsey’s Magazine, The Eve-
ning Post, The Century, Scribner’s, Vanity
Fair, The New York Call and The Bookman
and to John Sloan for the use of his illustration
for Portrait of a Sailor.



i

S



CONTENTS
SEA SKETCHES

PORTRAIT OF A SAILOR, 21
THE LOOKOUT, 23

THE APPRENTICE, 24
THE MESSBOY, 2§

THE CAPTAIN, 206

THE OLD WIPER, 27

THE CHEATED MATE, 28
THE CHIEF STEWARD, 20
THE CREW’S COOK, 30
THE SHIP'S BUTCHER, 31
THE CHIEF ENGINEER, 32
THE NIGHT WATCHMAN, 34
BAFFLED, 3§

THE BEACHCOMBER, 306
THE SAILOR S8INGS, 37

AT SEA, 38

THE HOLD, 39

SEARCH, 41

SEA MOOD, 42

THE MOON AND THE SHIP, 44
THE GOBLET OF LETHE, 40
VALPARAISO, 47

CERRO AZUL, PERU (FROM THE SHIP), 48
xvii



THE LAST NIGHT, §0O
FOG, §1
.VISION, §2

PEOPLE, PLACES AND THINGS

H. M. L., §§

BROTHERS, §7

TO A FRIEND, §8

THE SILENT, §9

THE CABIN PASSES, O1
sonNgs, 63

TWILIGHT Moob, 66

SPRING STEPS, 67

RHYTHMs, 68

MY LADY’S LIPS, 70

PEERS, 71

THE DEATH OF A MISTRESS. 72
CLAIR DE LUNE, 73

THE MAD BARBER, 74

BLACK SHEEP, 7§

TO VIOLE IN ANSWER TO HER SONNET, 70
‘“YHESE BE THE LOVELY THINGS”, 77
RONDEAU, 78

TO SOPHIE, 79

MY LADY LOVE, 80

FEAR, 81

TO MY LADY, 82

PEACE, 83



Xix

EARLY VERSES
I
REVERIES OF A VIOLEAN NIGHT, 87
FORGET-ME-NOT, QO
SONNETS TO A YOUNG LOVE, Q1
SYLVIA, Q7
AGE, 98
PROTEST, QQ
SPRING LUXURY, 100

11
Perversities
SNEERS, 103
LUNI-COMIC, 104
PLAY-THOUGHTS, 10§

AN ATTEMPT AT THE MASEFIELDIAN
MANNER, 108

LOsS, 112
SOMEONE, 113
QUERY, 114
WISE, 11§






SEA SKETCHES
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What is the saving grace that made him
loved,

Written about and praised where’er he
roved ?

Truly I do not know, but seeing there,

His figure by the rail, his eyes to sea,

His red face crinkled, and the wind in
his hair—

I do not dare deny his majesty.
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THE LOOKOUT

E’D been to sea for thirty years,
And he was tired of tasting
spray,
Carried by every wind that veers
Through night and day.

This stuff that salted up his lips,
And even the marrow in his bone,

Had wet the decks of all the ships
He’d ever known.

It quenched the sun, and threatened
stars,
And filled his world with steady din.
What grander grave for weary tars%—
So he slipped in.
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" THE APPRENTICE

OME men can find a magic in the
: ; sea,
And he is one, I know it by his
eyes,
Sweet with beauty as they turn to me
From gazing ocean-wise.

Yet he’s the sort of man the sea will
cheat,

And for his love and trust. will bite his
hand,

By mustering her vice for his defeat—

But he’ll not understand.
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THE MESSBOY

E had contempt that was divine,
For every sailor that he fed,

For while they talked of girls

and wine—

He read.

For while they lived the pain and strife
Their dull imagination brooks,

He could appreciate their life
In books.

He washed the dishes, made the bed,
And did their errands with fair grace,

Nor could their insults on his head
Erase

That fine, immobile pride of his
Which brushed against their baser
sod,
And was as different as a kiss
Of God.
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THE CAPTAIN

HE captain was a silent man
Who never said an extra
- word,
He’d watch the sea for quite a span,
Nor let himself be heard.

It’s queer that such a man as he
Should find himself so strange a
friend,
And be companion of a sea
That talked without an end.
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THE OLD WIPER

E doesn’t know a thing about
The engines that he wipes and
cleans;
The ships he’d been on sailed without
Machines.

For all, he hopes they’ll never make
Until he leaves the human race,

Some sort of engine that would take
His place.
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THE CHEATED MATE

HE captain was so deadly drunk,
He wanted to caress a wave,
And so they strapped him to his
bunk,
And left him there to rave.

The mate who wished the captain died,
So his command the ship would be,

Thought that the captain if untied .
Would jump into the sea.

He loosed the cords that held him down,
The captain though, was crazy-strong,

And as he climbed the rail to drown,—
He took the mate along.
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THE CHIEF STEWARD

HE seamen hated him because
He sent back aft the rotten
meat,
And all the half-cooked food there was
The passengers refused to eat.

So since he wasn’t fit to live,
And anxious for the common weal—
They threw him overboard to give
The sharks at least, a decent meal.
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Such a person set our wonder free,

And we were undecided whether he
Was merely stupid, or a mystery.
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BAFFLED

HERE was a dreamer and he
knew no jest,
His mind was dull to banter-
ing and quips—
But these black eyes of his that flashed
like whips,
Curled out to beauty; he was beauty-
blest,
And his two feet could only find a rest
When they had brought him out to watch
the ships,
To lick the salt that clustered on his lips,
And breathe the ocean-wind with newer
zest.

So he went off to sea to flee the laughter

On land, and soon on ship there spread
a rumor,

“The new kid hasn’t got a sense of hu-

~ mor,

Let’s fool with him”—And teasing fol-
lowed after;

And so the dreamer, baffled at his duty,

Jumped overboard in search of mirthless
beauty.
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THE SAILOR SINGS

HAT do I want of a home and
love,
When I have the sea, and the
sky above,
And a smiling woman wherever I rove?

What do I want of faith and peace,
Or the mellow to age as the years in-
crease,

When I'd rather my youth would sud-
denly cease ?

For what is life when youth is over,
And what is love to a faithless lover,
And death to a careless rover?
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And there are wondrous cargoes in its
deeps,
From silks and furs to simple ballast
sand.
The air of musty memories it keeps
Is opened to us every port we land.

Somehow I feel, when we’re asleep be-
low,
The stars come down to dance upon
the hold,
A ghastly moon makes whiter than the
snow
That covers it like fur when it is cold.

I like to lie upon the hold and watch
The lovely squirmings of a restless
sky—
And see a star go out, just like a match,

And wish my soul went that way when
I die.
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He ran-away from home to find
What greater things the earth con-
tains
Than cities filling throats with grind,
Slit through with narrow, crooked
lanes.

Then as the hours grew late, we’d take
Our last look at the milky way

That sprawled across the sky, to break
The blue, to something one could

pray,

So great it seemed, and we would gaze
A length upon that holy sight,

Then go below in separate ways
To clinch the silence of the night.
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The night shook her hair and the stars
fell out,

(You could dip them up with a spoon)

And to make the round, red moon,

She puckered her lips in a charming

ut. . .

Then the giant looked up with a startled
shout,

And he turned to the maddest loon'

He put all the frolicking waves to rout

By his rushing, careening and pltchmg

about,

To kiss that mouth . . . nearer . . .
soon! . .

Like a seagull ‘that flies . . . and flies
...andflies . ..

It had scenes with clouds before his
eyes—

Brushed back the stars from its velvet
way,

And disappeared at the break of day.

Lo! I found myself standing by the rail,

And the ship was beneath me as hearty
and hale

As ever it seemed,

So I knew I had dreamed.
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VALPARAISO

E mountains are like crouching
camels

And you, a toy between their

feet,
And though your insolence untrammels
The anxious confines of the street—
You have no other way to creep,
So on the hills your climbing’s done.
You’ll never find the sea asleep
Like crouching camels in the sun.
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And where it sank, a sword of light ap-
peared,

That floated on the water as we rolled,

The virgin moon then slipped her veil
and cold

White stars into the shaded heavens
steered. :

There is sufficient beauty here for me,
To keep me humble an eternity.
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There is no other man I know,
Resembling a schooner so.
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BROTHERS

NEVER saw your face before,
And probably will not again,
Yet in the glance, I saw that more
Was given you than other men.

I recognized your like to me,
The troubled eyes, the pallid skin,
Yet more of you I would not see
Because we are so much akin.
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THE SILENT

I

SHE was as fragile as silence,

And her beauty was as far-reach-
ing. '

Her wiles were profound as the quiet
That creeps on the city at midnight

Her very presence was formless,
Intangible, confidence-breeding.

But one felt all this could be shattered
With a single resonant word.
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II

She, being woman, was subtle;
Speech, she claimed was futile—
So walking the longest while,
We did not say a word

That would provoke a smile

Or bring us quiet fears.

She thought such talk absurd,
There was no need to jest,

No need to probe to tears;
Silence between us was best,
The pregnant silence that hovers
In the eyes of lovers.

But I know, being wise,

If we do not use our breath

On talk, but just our eyes—

We will soon be bored to death.

But she, being woman, was subtle,
And that was sufficient rebuttal.
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SONGS

I

F I could win you back with song,
I’'d write you verse the whole day
long;

Or win your favor on my knee,
I'd stay so for eternity;

If daring acts would please your eye,
I would devise brave ways to die;

And if you wanted me your slave,
I'd curl my backbone like a wave;

But if you tired of all these thing,
And all my petty pamperings,

My heart would flutter like a dove,
I’d lay my lips upon your glove,
And try to win you back with love.
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I

My lady’s face is like the moon,

Her laughter like the sun at noon;
Her hair is thick and long and sleek
Where sullen lights play hide and seek;
My lady’s teeth are like the spray
That scampers from a billow’s way,
Her form is graceful as a ship’s

That rides the waves then stately dips,
And curving like a schooner’s bows,
Her lips smile neath a dainty nose.
Her breasts as round as melon’s rind
Are soft as sails filled out with wind;
Her skin is softer than the feel

Of corn-floss that we used to steal

To smoke in barns, (now I must see
To touch her skin as stealthily)

My lady’s eyes are like a cat’s

That is compassionate to rats;

Her voice enfolds the sweetest trill
I've ever heard or ever will.

I tell you that my lady love
Is rarer than a purple dove.
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TWILIGHT MOOD

THINK there is no greater thing
than dusk
That steals shamefacedly around

the town,

And peeps between the buildings, look-
ing down

Upon a world grown dim. It doesn’t
frown,

Nor does it gather grandly as would
musk

Upon men’s senses ;—just a slender tusk

Of color, curving silently between

The day and night; a droop of wings
scarce seen.
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SPRING STEPS

HE sun came up and set the
street
A-clatter with a thousand feet,
Some purposeful, some hurrying,
Some too judicious, some too fleet,
Some eager what the day would bring—
Perhaps a birth or burying,
Perhaps the first spring bird would sing
And set good fellowship a-swing;
Perhaps some youth would lose hlS
dreams,
Perhaps some two should never meet
To stage their little act of Spring—
Perhaps . . . perhaps. . . and all this
seems
A-clatter in a thousand feet.






69

My breast heaves with my steady breath,
In and out, in and out,
In goes life and out comes death—

(O turn about!)

Then I remember if 1 prick

My heart, my breath will also cease,
My ears will deafen to the tick,
And I'll have peace.

But thinking of a way to die,

I quite forgot that rhythms creep
To twist my rest and mind awry—
And fell asleep!
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PEERS

I've never heard your legend yet;
I've watched you dance at mas-
querades
With less romantic men and maids;
And your caprices on the stage, '
Your heartbreak on the printed page
Has always been a mystery
With an alluring history
I’ve never traced unto the end,
And never shall, for I intend
To ever let myself coquette
With Pierrot and Pierrette.

PIERROT and Pierrette,
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RONDEAU

WOULD not care about the things
I That life in passing by us flings
In cynic mood, those bits that
make
Us scramble in their scattered wake——
Important to our saunterings -

Throughout this world; and what it
brings
Is simple meat and drink. Where sings

The beauty of the hill and lake,
I would not care.

I'd be content to tear my wings,

And to soft music’s echoed rings

I'd dull my ears—if I could take

Your body softer than a flake

Of snow; let after fall the stings,
I would not care.

.
ol Bais
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TO SOPHIE

HERE might not be a single
thing
That comes up in the life of
men,
Old truths, new depths, I wouldn’t
bring
To you, and muse them out again.

I would be certain of your thought,
Unswerving, clean and womanly—
Save when soft, sudden hours wrought
You pliant, and more humanly.

And then I would be thrilled with you,
Made more elusive with your doubts,
While all the woman in you knew

I loved your puckered brow and pouts.
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FEAR

SHALL come to you in the dark
I some lonely night,
And lie down by your side and

look toward where

Your head should rest in the pillow of
your hair.

Then shall I know that you are out of
sight,

And no matter with what fear and with
what might

I strain my eyes—I shall not see your
grace;

I shall not see, though I shall know what
white

Petals your breasts are, above which
blooms your face

On the lovely white stalk of your form;
but though

Your untouched beauty urges me to
stay,

I shall arise quite silently and go—

For you in the dark will be too far away.

And I who know you so well in the light,

Shall be afraid to seek you in the night.
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PEACE

HERE'’S no eternal peace on hill,
There’s no eternal peace at
sea,
And I shall seek for peace until
I shall no longer be.

I'll clamber up the mountainside,
I’ll turn my vision oceanwise,

I'll search the country far and wide,
Until I shut my eyes.

I'll see the silent river run,
I'll watch the stately forests burn
Their twilight moment with the sun,
But I shall only learn

There’s no eternal peace on land,
There’s no eternal peace on wave,
The only peace I could command
Is in a narrow grave.
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The plead of an eye, and the world
seems fair,

Though the winds blow bitter and cold,

And I give the truth of the love of a
youth,

When love is all that I hold.

v

O shape.ess one,
Why do you flit before my eyes,

And mock me with a thousand forms?
Your face which freezes then which
warms, '

And takes an arch surprise,

To see me plunge bewildered on
To trail one fleeting form of thine,
But find mirages, bright, divine,
To soothe the tears that realize
You are gone.

v

You try to chat in care-free tone,
Yet every jest conceals a moan.
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VI

I asked to know you,

As well as other knew,

To make your thoughts in jealousy my
own.

Still,

How sweet it is to ask and not to know,

To crave and not to grasp,

And place you more in mystery

With dreams as I would have you,

In eternal doubt.

Vil

I fold you with my gaze and muse,
Perhaps some night I'll hear you play,
And thrilling notes with banner hues
Shall clothe me in enthralled array.

But shall that music equal you,

A clinging serenade of love

That peals from out the night and dew,
The wind and trees and clouds above?
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FORGET-ME-NOT

HE love that died has never died
at all,
Forgotten nights can never be
forgot,
While ivy leaves still cling upon the
wall
By which we plucked that lone for-
get-me-not.

The world has given judgment past re-
call,
“He has forgotten as we all forgot.”
But still I see an ivy-softened wall,
With red lips on a blue forget-me-not.
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PROTEST

HY do people hide their hands
On such a mellow day?
In pockets, gloves or under
capes,
Or make them a display
Of purses, canes or circling gems?
Must fingers always be,
If not imprisoned, burdened slaves
Of people’s vanity?
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SPRING LUXURY

HE day is too languid and lux-
urious,
And, I like a weary monarch
scowl
At the trees that bend down to me,
And the bird-flutes that play for me,
And the ceaseless rustling censer going
before me,
Strewing spring-scent in my path,
And seeming to say: “Bow down to
him, he is king.”
Forever does my treasure keeper
Count his gold before my eyes
And pour the splendor out before me,
And blind me.
And I am weary of the brook,
That, like a sultan’s favorite
Flashes her silver-silken robes,
And tinkles laughter at each pebble-jest,
He throws at her,
So she may beg gold pieces from his
treasure hold
And wear them near her heart,
While her white teeth gleam wantonly.



EARLY VERSES

II
PERVERSITIES






103
SNEERS

TELL you,
The World i1s made of dust.
Even blood dries into dust,
And the ocean to salt,
While the night shrivels to dust before
the dawn.

Men are so much like lice.

They creep over the face of the earth
And through her hair,

And even burrow underground;-
Then wonder at earthquakes.
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LUNI-COMIC

HE sky is lousy with stars to-
“night,
The moon is a running sore
On the body of heaven, that gleams as
white '
As the face of a cowardly cloud in flight
At the wind’s remotest roar.

The damned trees’ branches are palsied
bones '
In a weird, spasmodic dance,
Which jumble and hiss in the fiercest of
tones,
That even the moss bristles up on the
stones,
While the ghosts of dawn advance.



10§
PLAY-THOUGHTS

I

AM confusion—
Oh, not the confusion of ordi-
nary things—
But stay,
Are things orainary?
I am so great a confusion that I doubt
even my saying.
I am the enormous confusion,
The great chaotic confusion of life—
So immense a confusion, that I doubt
myself,
And my confusing.
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111

But I am life—

I question the confusion of myself,

And confuse the questioning.

I am the liquid elusive,

For I take the form of my container,

And fit into each mold of thought men
make for me,

Imperfect molds—

That allow me to drip, .

Until I form pools of protest and con-
troversy.

I am the paradox,

And I am the axiom,

And I am neither.
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And for a while forgot that I

Was waiting an inviting eye;

With dreams so sweet, I thought no more
That I was standing here a whore.
When you accosted me it seems,

You shook me rudely from my dreams,
And for the moment I had felt

As if an insult had been dealt.

Thus is my tale, if you’ll forgive,

I’ll go with you for beer, and live

The night with you, if you’ll agree.”

She got more money out of me
Than I'd have given any dame,
Just for a tale that sounded lame.
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LOSS

ESTERDAY the world was
fairly bright,
And somewhat crisp and biting
to the touch;
To-night the world is just as any night,
And any night does not amount to much.

But that is not what hurts. It is the fact

That brisker days put brisker blood in
me,

And brisker blood is what I've always
lacked,

And what we lack, we gather painfully.
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SOMEONE

E knew that he was doomed, and
H so he coursed
~ Through life a trifle loosely,
and too gay;
But yet his laughter sounded somewhat
forced,
And he grew sad too often in his play.

When those who watched him through
the changing day,

Once asked why he should throw his life
to bad,

He smiled and said, “How can I throw
away

What you have lost, and I have never

had?”
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QUERY

WONDER why
We take the flower she has given
us,
Whether it be forget-me-not,
Or rose, which it usually is,
And crush its petals in a book,
The more ponderous the better,
And bleed the flower on its pages,
So in later years,
We may sniff the crumbled petals up
our nostrils,
And murmur, “What sweet memories,”
As we sneeze.



11§
WISE

I I E does not know, and therefore

writes
The detailed ecstasy of love,
Of passion-kisses, perfumed nights,
Of Cupid and the dove.

But I who felt the common kiss

Where common-scented flowers grow,
On such a common night as this,

I cannot write—I know.
























